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Things Get Out of Hand 


Author's Notes: 
| don\'t know what dark recess of my mind this came out of. I\'ll just say it started when | watched JC\'s 
video for \"My Song\". 


‘lm sorry, Jerry.” 
| knew he didn't want to hear my apologies. | don't know why | said it. More for me than him, | guess. 


"Fuck off" 


He was still lying on the barn floor in the exact position he'd fallen into, wearing only a pair of boxer shorts. 
His wrists and ankles were bound with rope, his body making a curving line, propped sideways on his shoulder 
and hip. | watched his toes splay, curl, and then relax. My guess was that he was trying to keep the blood 
going into them. I'd tied the ligatures pretty tight this time. He forced me to do it. If only he hadn't kept trying 


to escape. 


| rose from my seat on a hay bail and walked to him. | lowered to my knees next to him. 
"Chad." His breathing labored and his eyes blinked in quick succession "Please. Untie me." 
"| wish | could, but | can't" 


The fingers on one of his hands danced up like stepping tarantula legs. Then he reached for me, both his arms 


moving slowly so as not to scare me away. 

| won't do anything, | promise. | just.| need to move. My body aches, my hands are going numb, so are my 
feet." The one eye | could see slid into the corner of its socket, trying to get me into his line of vision without 
moving his head. A crease formed, running from the curl of his nostril to the corner of his mouth when his 
face muscles tensed. "Please. It hurts." 

| can't. | know you'll try to escape-" 

"No, | won't, not this time, | promise." 

"| wish | could trust you, Jerry-" 

"You can!" 


"No." | shook my head. "I can't" 


That's when he turned his torso to face upwards. | could see the blood that had made a red line from the 


corner of his mouth to a small puddle on the floor. | hadn't meant to hit him that hard. It was an accident. 
"Chad. Please." 
"No." 


Then he strained his neck to get his head off the floor and spat a glob of saliva and blood at me. "Then fuck 


off, asshole!" 


| leaned back onto my haunches and got to my feet. Each step | took made a thud on the floor. It also kicked 
up a little cloud of dust. 


As | reached for the barn door, Jerry yelled, "Please! I'm sorry! | didn't mean it! Don't go!" 


His voice echoed in the near-empty barn. A few birds roosting in the ceiling beams fluttered their wings and 
cooed. Something dropped and made a white spot on the floor in front of him. 


"Oh fuck! Chad, the pigeons are shitting on me!" 


"| guess it's only fair, isn't it? You shit on me? The birds in my barn shit on you?" 

"| didn'tl--dude, you have lost your fucking mind! This is insane!" 

"Somebody's got to show you, Jerry. You can't keep treating people like this. It's.it's wrong." 
"| didn't do anything!" 


A bright triangle of sunshine shone yellow on the dusty floor, my shadow black in the middle of it. Then 


another form merged in with mine. The door shut, and everything went back to its prior shades of blue. 
"Well, he looks pretty secure," Ryan mentioned flattly behind me. "I don't think he can get out of that" 


As he stepped to my side, | turned to him. "No, | made sure of it this time. Like | wanna fucking chase him 


halfway across the meadow again" 


"Ryan!" Jerry called out in a panic. "Please, man, talk some sense into Chad. You're a sane fella. Certainly you 


see how fucked up wrong this is." 


Ryan's thin lips pursed as he shook his head. He scratched the side of his nose with his thumb. "No, actually | 
think you had this coming to you, Cantrell. You deserve every bit of it." 


Jerry squinted his eyes and dropped his head back onto the wood with a thud. "Oh, man, fuck." 


| watched Ryan step around Jerry's curling body, test the ligatures at his feet, his wrists, and then push 


some hair out of Jerry's face. "You doin’ alright?" he asked, leaning down. 

‘lm half naked and tied up!! What the fuck do you think, fucker?!" Jerry hissed out. 

Ryan glanced to me with an eyebrow raised. "O00000, that's bad manners, isn't it, Chad?" 

| smiled. "Yeah, I'd say it is." 

That's when Ryan reared a roper-style boot back and kicked Jerry in the gut. With a huff, his body coiled and 
cupped itself into a sharp G shape. When he coughed, trying to catch his breath, it kicked up more dust. Some 
of it danced and floated like glitter in the sunbeams seeping in through the clapboard barn walls. 


"Why are y'all doing this?" Jerry groaned. "Why?" 


| folded my arms over my chest and watched Ryan grab a hold of Jerry's ankle ropes and start dragging him 
to the edge of where the wood platform dropped down into a dirt and hay pit. 


"Because you're a bad boy," | said as his body slid in front of me. 


His eyes were winced, but locked on mine as he crossed before me. | turned my head away. | didn't want to 


see- ~Thump!~ "Ah, fuck! Ryan!" -Jerry get dropped off that ledge. 


After a few moments of catching his breath, Ryan stepped back up onto the wooden platform and stood in 
front of me. He clapped and rubbed his hands together. 


"Where's the hose?" 

| pointed to the east. "Around back." 

Ryan smiled broadly and chucked off, stomping up more dust. The barn door creaked when he pulled it back 
and slammed when it shut. | could hear him whistling a tune as he circled the outside. Then it was drowned out 
by Jerry's moans. "My shoulder..dislocated." 

"Ah, shut up," | yapped. "No, it's not 

The whistling returned along with Ryan. He propped open the door with his body so he could drag a good 
portion of the hose through and then let it fall shut again. He smiled broadly at me as he dragged it with 
much effort to the ledge of the platform. 

"Ryan, | think you're having too much fun, there, fella” 


He wrinkled his nose. "Nah. It's only just now getting good." 


That's when he pulled the trigger on the nozzle, shooting out a sharp, high powered line of water down into the 
pit. 


"AH GODI! AH FUCKING~GRRRGGGRRHHHH~R YANI!| GGRRGGGGGGGHHHH~FUUCCKKKI!! GUUGGGGGFFFLLLL" 
"Hey!" | yelled "HEY? 

Ryan turned to me, wide eyed. 

| pointed at the hose. "That's enough." 

He blinked several times like he was trying to think real hard. 

"THATS E-NOUGH!" 


With a scowl, Ryan stopped the hose and let it drop to the floor with a clank. "| knew you were going to go 
soft, Chad. You always do when it comes to him." 


Quiet chuckling rose up from the pit as Ryan stomped off. 

"He must not be looking at you were | look at you, huh, Chad?" 

"Shut up, Jerry." 

"Soft. Yeah, right." He coughed. "Hey." He coughed again. "I'm about to drown in a bunch of fucking mud." 

| walked over to the ledge and squatted down | could see Jerry, spattered with mud, slick with water, a few 
sprigs of hay stuck to his tricep and stomach, his hair etched like leaveless tree branches over one of his 
cheeks. His boxers, now wet, hugged his skin, showing the outline of his cock. He was straining to keep himself 
propped up on his side despite the fact that the mud was making his body slide face-down. 

"Hey." He smiled. "Are you here to rescue me?" 

| shook my head. 

"Why not?" 


"Because you don't deserve it" 


"No, he deserves this." Ryan shot off another painful stream of water over my head. "You fucker," he yelled, 
laughing. 


Okay, | laughed a little too. It was fun watching Jerry get a dose of his own medicine. 
"CHAD! GRRRFFFLLMMEWWWWI! CHA-MMWWWWWEFLLLL" 


| reached back and cupped my hand on Ryan's denimed calf. His muscle tensed when | gave it a squeeze. | looked 
up at him and moved my lips, knowing he'd never hear me over the mad spray of water unless | yelled, and | 
didn't want to yell. With Ryan | shouldn't have to. 

Stop. 

Ryan narrowed his eyes and shifted them from me to Jerry, to me again. 

Stop. 


He shook his head. 


"FFFFUUUUU-MMFFFGGGRRRLLLLLL-RYANI! STO-GGMMMWWWLLL" 


That's when | stood up, my pelvis grazing his hip. | dropped one hand on his shoulder, the other taking the hose 
from him. 


"That's enough." 

"Ah, thark-" cough "fuck!" yelled Jerry from the pit 

"Chad" Ryan said softly, "don't spoil my fun. ve looked forward to this since-' 

"| know" | closed my eyes and nodded. "I know, but if he drowns, the fun ends, doesn't it?" 
Ryan's top lip arched up on the side, his eyes shifted past me. "I guess you're right" 
"Fuck! Someone get me out of here!" 

| smiled. “In due time, Jerry. In due time... 

"Ryan, you fucker! You better hope | don't get out of these ropes! I'll kick your-" 


Ryan shot off the hose again, but | pushed his wrist down, causing water to spray up off the plank floor and 


against our legs. 
"Chad!" 


"Look, let's stop with the water. We got all kinds of stuff that'll do the trick. Go get the bag out of the 


Hummer." 

"Hummer." Jerry cackled. "I got your hummer, Chad." 

"Shut up!" Ryan screamed. "Shut your trap, Cantrell, before | shut it for youl" 
"Well, c'mon, tough guy! Like its a fair fight with me tied up, you pussy!" 
"Why, | oughta-" 


| got in front of Ryan, pushing his chest with both my hands. "Nooooo, you know he's just trying to get your 


goat, man. Don't let him win" 
"Fucker," he mumbled. 
"Okay, okay," | murmured, my mouth now against his ear. "Go get the bag like | said-" 


"Why don't you get the fuckin’ bag?" he asked, his brow wrinkled into a squiggly line. "Why do | always have to 


go get everything? Last week, all | did was-" 


"Just go get it, Ry. If | went, you'd have him unconcious before | got out of the barn. And that would certainly 
take all the fun out of it, now, wouldn't it?" 


Ryan's eyes closed and opened slowly. | could tell he was having a hard time keeping the anger inside. Either 


that or he was trying to figure out why having Jerry unconcious was a bad idea. 

| leaned in closer, my chin cuffing the shell of his ear. "If he's unconcious, he doesn't feel the pain, does he?" 
"But |-" 

"Just go. Now." 

Ryan sighed heavily and stormed out of the barn. | heard him yell, "Fuck!" and then kick the side of the barn. 
The board that met with his foot dropped off its nail and swung back and forth, letting in a stuttered ray of 
sunlight. 

"Chad!" 

"What, Jerry?" 

"You're not really going to let him hurt me, are you?" 

| was quiet for a minute, thinking. Part of me really did want Ryan to bust Jerry's ass, but then a little part 
of me didn't want to see Jerry get that heavy dose of pain. Yeah, l'm weak. That's what true love does to you. 
Fucking sucks. 


"Chad?" 


| walked down into the pit and grabbed Jerry's arm. | figured | could atleast let him get some air before the 
fun began | grunted, trying to lift him, but his dead weight was too heavy, and | slipped. 


"Oh shit." And then | was in the mud with him. 
"Hal" Jerry laughed. 


After a bunch of sliding around, | ended up nose to nose with him, Jerry on his back, me on top of him. With 


one wide grin, and the swing of his leg, we reversed. 


"Funny how that works, don't it?" Jerry smiled, now hovering over me. His dangling clumps of hair made little 


mud trails over my cheek. 


"If Ryan comes back and finds us like this he's-" 

"Going to whip your ass too." 

"No, [-" 

"Thought you were going to get away with having your pet beat the shit out of me, didn't you?" 
"Pet?!" 


My eyes shifted past Jerry, to Ryan hovering over us, standing on the ledge, a tazer gun in his hand. Fuck 
that was fast. 


"Oh shit! 
"Hey, buddy," Jerry began, "that's not a very safe toy with all this water around~" 

"Shut up, Cantrell. | don't want to hear one word out of you! 

| gave a nervous chuckle. "Ryan-" 

"You probably planned it all this way, didn't you, Chad?" 

| grunted, trying to push Jerry off me. "No, l~" 

"Shut up!" Fuck, Ryan looked really pissed at this point. His eyes were even narrower than normal. His cheeks 
were flushed, and | knew only two things made his skin redden like that. | wasn't sucking his dick at the 
moment, so it had to be the other. 


"Look, this was all a mistake. | tried to turn him over and | slipped-" 


"Always sending me out to get this and get that-the whole time you're in here buffing his helmet or what the 


fuck ever-" 
"No, Ryan." 


Thankfully, Jerry knew better to not fight me. He let me slide out from under him so | could get to my feet. | 
tried to reach for Ryan but he had that tazer in his hand. Slowly | brought my arm back to my side. 


"Why don't you put that down? Get the cheese grater. Let's use that first 


"Cheese grater?" Jerry gasped. "The fuck?" 


| kept my eyes on Ryan's, his gaze twitching madly from me to Jerry behind me. If Jerry didn't shut the 
fuck- 


‘Or, how about the gag?" My eyes widened and | nodded. "Yeah, get the gag!" 


"Are you sure?" Ryan scrunched up his face, twisting his jaw to the side like a confused dog. "You said we'd 


get to the painful stuff right away." 
| heard Jerry's breathing quicken behind me. Think quick. Think quick. 


"You see, the gag keeps the neighbors from hearing. On this side of the property, they're only half a mile 
away." | smiled and nodded. "The gag, Ryan, go get it." 


Ryan turned but then hesitated He eyed me sideways. "You get the gag” 

"| can't" C'mon, cmon, brain don't fail me now. ‘I've got all this mud--I dont want to get the Hummer dirty’ 
"Oh, okay" 

Then he went back out of the barn, and | saw his derimed legs pass before the break in the clapboard wall 
"What the fuck, Chad?ll A fucking CHEESE GRATER?! What the fuck were you going to have him do with that?!" 


| turned, bringing my hands up in front of my chest. "Shhhh, that was his idea, not mine. | just told him he 
could bring it to make him happy. | wasn't really going to let him use it" 


"Fuck!" Jerry's face was washed with panic.and mud. He started straining against the ropes tying his wrists. 


"Untie me! Get me loose before that schitzo comes back!" 

"Shhhhh!! You don't want him to hear you." 

"What, has he had a bad day or what? Somebody piss in his fucking cornflakes? Fuck!" Jerry turned, wiggling 
his bound wrists in front of me. "This was just supposed to be a little fun every Wednesday to break up the 
monotony of the week. You're going to get me fucking maimed, man!" 

"Shhhh!l!" 

That's when sunlight flashed through the barn and it could only be one thing. 


"What the fuck are y'all doin?" Ryan was back. Oh fuck. "Chad? Are you untying him?" 


"Nol" | smiled over my shoulder at him. "l'm just making sure the ligatures are still tight. Remember that time 
he got loose and got the wiffle ball paddle from you? Remember how that hurt?" 


Jerry mumbled, "Shut up, Chad." 

"You couldn't sit down for a week, could ya, Ry?" 

Another whisper behind me. "Shut up." 

"Yeah." Ryan nodded. "That's why | brought the spreader bars. We get him hooked up with those, tied and 
suspended by that rafter-" He pointed up to the left side of the ceiling. "And there's no way that shit can 
happen again" 

Whispering behind me. "Oh god." 

"That way, we can get the bull whip fully extended over his back" 


"Ryan" | nervously chuckled. "You've been doing your homework, haven't ya?" 


He smiled like a kindergartner given full reign in a candy store. "There's this website- they do this thing with 


pickle clamps-" 


"Oh fuck!" Jerry choked out. "You know, this isn't even my week! This was supposed to be Chad's. | only took it 


because ya'll've got that television appearance on Friday!" 

| turned to look at him over my shoulder. "So?" 

"So! You should be gettin’ this, not me!" 

Ryan slapped a riding crop against his leg. "I thought every time was going to be Jerry's time. | didn't sign up 
for taking turns getting a beating. | signed up to beat him," he said, pointing the crop at Jerry. "Aint nobody 
beatin’ me." 


Jerry slammed into me from behind. "Not if | get loose again, you Linda Blair bipolar fuck!" 


"Chad." Ryan's eyes widened. "You told me he wasn't going to call me that anymore." He slapped the riding crop 
against his hand again. "You know | don't like-" 


"l'm sorry." | turned to push Jerry back. "I know, | know." Then in a whisper, "Jerry, stop it” 
‘lm going back out to the hummer," Ryan stated. "I've got a couple of boxes of stuff! got at the farming 
supply store." As he turned away, he added, "I sure hope | remember how to use that castrating band 


correctly." 


"Oh shit." 


“toe 


Ten Minutes 


Next Wednesday... 


"Well, would you look at that?" Ryan said holding up the castration band, which was really just a large, thick, 
loop of rubber, only now it was no longer in a circular shape. It was now nothing but a broken strip. "How did 


he do this? Bite it in half?" 


"| don't know. Maybe it stretched so far it snapped" | would have shrugged if | could. It's a little hard to move 
your shoulders when your arms are splayed and wound from wrist to pit with rough-grade cattle rope onto 
an old railroad tie. | tried to move as little as possible to keep the prickly fibers of the rope from poking into 
my skin. | could tell | was already getting a rash. | laid my head back and tried to relax. It wasn't working. So | 
recalled the details from last week. "One minute it was on him, and | swear to God, | just blinked and it was 


gone. l'm surprised you even found it" 


Ryan smiled, the castration band still dangling from his fingers. "Like finding a rubber band in a hay 
stack.literally." 


"No doubt" | let a heavy sigh. | hated waiting. Already this was getting boring, not to mention the pain was 
settling into my arms. | propped my head up, trying to look around the barn. "Well, where the fuck is he? You 
told him two o'clock, right?" 


Ryan's dark eyes flitted around as he nodded. "Yeah, but, well, he didn't sound real good when we spoke on the 
phone. | think you're in for some trouble, Chad." 


"Naaah, Jerry's cool. He doesn't hold a grudge. Besides, he likes this shit. This arrangement was all his idea 


anyway." 
That's when | heard the sound of Jerry's old truck grumbling over the gravel path outside. Moments later the 


barn door slammed open. The silhouetted figure of Jerry walked in.very, very slowly. little more bow-legged 


than normal. 

"Hey, man" Ryan patted him on the shoulder. "I was starting to get worried" 

Jerry stopped in his tracks, eyeing Ryan sideways. "You weren't too worried last week when you turned me 
into a fucking pinata" He motioned at the rafter that'd been marred from friction of where the rope had been 


tied. "Or when you and Chad took your turns whipping my ass with that fucking fishing rod” 


Ryan pointed at me. "He told me you liked that, man. And that thing with the rubber band-" He leaned back 
when Jerry's face met him eye to eye. "Uh.uh..you regained feeling, right?" 


"Yeah. Like four fucking hours later! And you don't wanna know the feeling | got when it did come back! It 


wasn't..pleasant, let me tell ya" 

All of a sudden | started to get nervous. | hadn't thought that Jerry would still be angry from the events of 
last week. It was all in good fun. He said he understood, or at least he nodded, although his eyes were clenched 
shut, both hands cupping his groin, when we finally got him cut down, but anyway, he did nod. That was an 
acknowledgement, right? 

Then | started thinking. didn't want him smacking me around while he was in this kind of mood, did |? Better 
come up with a reason to get out of it. "You know what? | probably shouldn't take my turn this week. We do 
have that Nascar thing tomorrow night, don't we, Ry?" 


Ryan jutted his chin out, rolled his eyes up, and scratched at his scalp. "Um, no, | think that's next week. You 
should have enough time to heal up, yeah." 


Fuck. 


Jerry turned to me, smiling..sort of.not any kind of smile I'd seen him smile before. He looked like the big bad 
wolf and | was little red riding hood. A cold shiver raped me. 


"No, Chadly, its your turn. Trust me on this, it's all yours tonight. And, boy, do | have plans for you." 
"Heh." | nervously chuckled. "Well, just make sure my dick's hard. You know, that's the first rule of S€M play." 


Jerry eyed me spitefully, cocking his hip. "Nobody made sure my dick was hard!" he yelled, motioning both 
hands to his groin. "Nobody spent any time fluffing me!" 


Shyly, Ryan responded, "We thought that was because of the castration band..you know..uh, not letting any 


"Yeah, man," | interjected. "It's not like we didn't think about it. | mean, we tried." 


Jerry's eyes widened in mock amazement. "What? Is that why you poked my red and throbbing sack with the 
end of your fucking fishing pole? Did you think candy would fall out of my ass if you hit me hard enough?!" 


"Well, you were moaning..." | started. 

"Because it HURT! 

Ryan tilted his head. “It sounded like you were moaning in pleasure” 
"What about STOP sounds like lm moaning in pleasure?" 


"Well, you didn't say the safe word. We would have stopped if you said the safe word." 


Jerry turned to me. "We have a safe word?" 
"Yeah, you don't remember?" 


Jerry's jaw dropped open, his face scrunched up as he looked around the room. "We never said there was a 


fucking safe word!" 

"Um, yeah, we did," Ryan added, quietly. "I+ was ‘safe word” 
"That's mine?" Jerry asked 

"Its everyone's," | added 

"SAFE WORD?! 

"Yeah" 


"Fuck" Jerry kicked at a stray thatch of hay with more exertion than he should have. Immediately he cupped 
both hands over his crotch. Then, in a hissing grunt, he muttered, "Oh fuck.fuckin' safe word." After a moment 
he sucked in a breath and then peered at me through scraggly strands of his hair that had fallen in front of 
his face. "We better get started. We wanna make sure we make full use of Mr Rock Star's time." 


| gulped. "Oh shit." 


Ryan silently laughed and pointed at me as Jerry turned to leave the barn. After swinging the door open, he 
stood in the doorway and called back, "Hey, Peake, get your ass out here and help me with this stuff" His eyes 
shifted to me. "I'm having a hard time picking shit up lately. Hmm, go figure." Then he stomped off, and the 
door slammed shut behind him. 


"Oo000." Ryan smiled. "It's gonna suck to be you.” And then he scurried out after Jerry. 


As | laid there | could hear the two of them talking on the other side of the barn. | couldn't make out what 
they were saying, only a few words here and there, like Ryan saying, ‘Wow, thats awfully big! and Jerry 
replying, ‘Nah, Chad's a big boy. He can take it. Every so often | heard the screech of Jerry's truck door as it 
opened and shut. There was another screech, louder, that | imagined was the truck's tailgate. | saw their legs 
pass in front of the hole where the broken clapboard had fallen, first Jerry's, then Ryan's, and then the barn 
door rattled. 


"Fuck, Peake, my arms are full. Get this!" 


There was some muffled noise before Ryan got it open. As Jerry walked through, grocery sacks in both arms, 


Ryan held it open with his hip. Then Ryan's free hand grabbed a bucket at his feet and he followed Jerry 


inside. 

"What's in the there?" | asked. 

Ryan shrugged. "I don't know, but it stinks." 

| huffed. "Grrreaaat” 

Jerry turned to Ryan as he started lighting a cigarette. "You forgot the chairs." 
‘Oh yeah." And then Ryan left the barn again, leaving Jerry and | alone. 


"Hey," | said, trying to sound loving and sweet as best | could "lm sorry if Ryan and | got carried away last 


week. You know, | just wanted to make your fantasies come true." 

Jerry wrinkled up his brow and nodded. "Oh, yeah, they did. And a lot of them are coming true tonight" 
| tried to disquise my selfish concern by smiling. "Okay, good." 

As soon as Ryan got into the barn with the folded chairs, Jerry wagged a finger at him. "The igloo." 
"Oh, yeah" Then Ryan spun around and left again 


"What's the lawn chairs for?" | asked as Jerry set up two of them. The metal hinges whined as he spread 


them out. 

"For me..and Ryan when he's not working." 

The barn door opened again, this time Ryan was carrying the ice chest. 

"Hand me a beer, would ya?" 

As Jerry was sitting down, he took a can from Ryan. He narrowed his eyes, turning his chin and cigarette 
away from the small spritz of beer that sprayed when he pulled back the tab. He took a sip and slid the ice 
chest closer to him with his leg so he could prop his feet up. 

“Alright, Peake." He waved the hand holding his cigarette towards a set of grocery bags that were perched on 
a hay bail. "Get out the bungee cord. We're gonna need that first. The railroad tie was a good idea, but you got 
him facing the wrong way. | need him on his stomach." 

| bit my lip. This did not sound good. | imagined Jerry wielding the bull whip over me like | did him last week, 


only he wouldn't go easy on me. | swear, | tried to do it softly, but do you know how hard it is to make a whip 
slap gently? Its difficult, especially when it's really long and you have to make it reach over your head. 


Ryan began fooling with the rope at my wrist. Since he was close, | figured it was a good time to have a talk. 
"Don't let him hurt me," | whispered. "Don't let him go too crazy or anything." 


Ryan looked at me and blinked He screwed up his face like he was thinking real hard. "Oh, no, | won't let him 
hurt you. Just say the safe word if you can't take it, and we'll stop." 


| tried to get my mouth closer to his ear, one eye on Jerry as he crumpled an empty beer can in his fist and 
reached for another. "I don't think Jerr’s got me in mind. | think he's looking to get some retribution, you know 
what | mean?" 

Ryan lifted an eyebrow. "Duh, you think?" 

| whispered, "Yeah." 


"But this is all just for fun. You're supposed to like it, right?" 


"Yeah, but, lm not into this as much as Jerry is. | mean, this was something | agreed to for him, you know, to 


get him off." 


Ryan shrugged, looking at his hands as they tooled with my bindings. "Well, | don't know what to tell you. You 
play with fire..." 


"| know. | get burned! 

"Ive seen what he's got in the bags. It's looking like third degree burns, for sure.” 

| clenched my eyes shut. "Fuck" 

"What are y'all doin’ over there?" Jerry hollered out. "That's taking too long” 

Ryan turned to look at him over his shoulder. "I can't getting this knot undone" 

That's when Jerry got up out of his chair and came towards us. He straddled his legs over mine, smirking, 
"Well, | guess this would be a good opportunity to make sure Chad's dick is hard" He bent down and began 
unfastening my belt. "Ryan, you should have made sure he was naked” 

Sorry, Jerr” 


"Don't worry, you'll pay for it when it's your turn" 


Ryan lifted an eyebrow at me and continued fiddling with the rope. 


"Now. Let's get a look-see." Jerry slung the straps of my belt each way and yanked my fly open with one 
rough pull. He kept his eyes locked on mine as he pushed the palm of his hand against my cock, and yeah, it 
was hard. "Thats my good boy. Mmmm, long and strong... 

| kept thinking, you know, if | could just will it limp, he couldn't hit me. | started thinking of things that should 
turn me off, like run over puppies, and drowned kittens, but with his hand stroking me through my jeans, 
thoughts of road kill weren't cutting it. 

| oughta just spin you over and fuck you good, Chad. | bet you'd like that.” 


Ryan, stepping around me to get to my other arm, muttered, "Oh, please, have the decency to wait until | 


leave." 

Jerry smiled and gripped my thigh hard with his hand. Suddenly the smile disappeared. "Of course, | can't fuck 
you seeing that my balls are blue. | jerked off yesterday to see if | could still spurt and | thought my scrotum 
was going to explode." 


Ryan, keeping his head down, snickered while he loosened my bindings. 


"Yeah, laugh it up, Squirrel Boy. What I'm doing to Chad this week won't be nothing compared to what | got lined 
up for you next Wednesday." 


| wanted to laugh at the Squirrel Boy thing, but | was too worried about what he was going to do to me right 
now. That's when he surprised the fuck out of me and just right out of the blue slapped me across the face. | 
looked up at him, wide eyed with shock. 

"You're dick's still hard." He smiled. 

As he reared his arm back again, | screamed, "Safe word!" 

"The fuck, Chad? Already?" 

"Safe word," | said again. "Safe word, safe word, safe word." 


"No!" Jerry yelled "You can't say it yet! | just got fucking started!" 


"Safe word" | turned to Ryan, who had his jaw dropped open. "Safe word. You said if | said the safe word that 
you'd make him stop." 


"Uhhhh." 


| looked back at Jerry. "Safe word! Now get me the fuck untied! l'm done." 


"No, you're not" He shook his head. "We're not even close to being done." He reared his arm back, this time his 


hand was clenched into a fist. 
"SAFE WORDIII" 


Jerry pursed his lips and got down next to me on his knees. | could see a mock calm wash over his face. He 


leaned in close to my ear. "Chad. Your dick is still hard. I'm obeying the rules. Now why aren't you?" 
"Safe word is a rule of the game. | say the safe word and you have to stop hitting me." 


"What if | was going to do more than just hit you? | mean, | wasn't going to just out and out abuse you, like 


you and Ryan took such gleeful enjoyment in doing to me last week" 

| clenched my eyes shut and tried to steady my heaving breath. "Safe word." 

"Chaaaaad," he whispered. "I've been dreaming of sucking your dick all week, and if | can't have a little bit of fun 
with it, well, | just might not want to do it." He hesitated, waiting for my response, which did not come. "Don't 
you want me to suck your dick?" 

| turned my head to look at him, and he waggled his eyebrows. 

"Don'tcha?" Then he ran his tongue along his upper lip, circling it to his lower one. 

"Uh." Dick sucked, yes. Punched in the face, no. Dick sucked.dick sucked... "Yeah." 

"I tell you what, Chad. Why don't we make this a game, huh?" He stepped over my legs to straddle my torso 
again and bent towards me from the waist. "Lets both get what we want. If | can make you come, | get to 
whip your ass. What do you say?" 


"Uh" 


He ran his hand up and down my thigh, pausing when his palm would brush over my cock. | could practically 
feel my flesh jumping, trying to get out of my jeans to him. ltd been a while..too long. 


"Chad?" He squeezed my dick ever so slightly and then pulled his hand away. He smiled, both arms locked behind 
his back. "So, what's it going to be?" 


"What if | say no?" 
"Then you can stay here all night, tied up." 


"With you?" 


"No. I'm going back up to the house to smoke a bowl and have some beer with your buddy, Ryan" He turned to 
give Ryan a bold smile. "I've got a little surprise waiting for him." Then he turned back to me. "A little 
something | was going to give him next week." 

Ryan whispered, "Don't wuss out, Chad. Take it like a man" 

| screamed, "You just don't want to find out what he's got up at the house for you." 

Jerry pinched my waist by pressing his legs on either side of me. "You want to be tied up here all night, Chad? 
Alone? Half-naked? You have no idea what kind of varmints run around here in the dark.possums..rats..." He 
gave my cock another squeeze. "You might have a little something-something they might like to snack on-" 
"Okay," | blurted out. "Okay, we'll do it your way, Jerr.” 


"If | make you come, | get to tan that sweet ass of yours." 


| nodded. "Yes, but there has to be some sort of time limit. | mean, you can't just suck me off until it happens. 


There has to be a cut off point” 

Jerry looked to Ryan, who answered, "Yeah, that's only fair" 

"How long?" Jerry asked. 

Ryan's eyes rolled around. "Uhhh, hmmm, | don’t know, thirty-minutes?" 
"Ryan" 


His eyes widened. "Well, shit, there has to be some challenge for you! If | say five minutes, that's not any sort 
of sport, is it?" 


Jerry started laughing, "For Chad it is" 

"Shut up! | don't come that fast!" 

"Ehhh, | don't know about tha-" 

"The fuck, | don't! 

Jerry looked at Ryan, and they both nodded at each other. 


"Fuck off." | hissed. 


"Thirty minutes, Chad. Take it or leave it" 

| dropped my head back with a thud. "Oh man.okay.” 

With a mad cackle, Jerry slapped his hands together and started barking orders at Ryan. Before | could even 
begin to start thinking up a list of distractions, they had me completely naked and re-roped to the railroad tie, 
including my legs, which were bent at the knees and bound at my ankles to a second railroad tie below my ass. 
"Oh, man, | am so going to fucking regret this." 

Ryan reclined into a lawn chair and popped the tab on a beer can. "This shouldn't take long." 


"Fuck of fl" 


Jerry hovered over me, the wickedest smile possible plastered across his face. He had my cock in his hand, 


slowly stroking it absent-mindedly, like he was scratching an itch or something. 
"Seeing that I'm a gambling man, l'm half tempted to cut the thirty minutes to ten" 
"Ten minutes,” | huffed. "That's more fair. Cut it to ten” 

Jerry looked to Ryan, who shrugged in response. "He still won't make it" 


‘Okay, then, ten minutes it is." Jerry bent in and ran his tongue along the outside of my ear. "And then l'm 


going to roll you over and make you scream like a toddler who got pushed off his tricycle." 
"Fuck," | pleaded. "Make it five minutes." 
"Nope." 


| felt the threads of his hair skating down my chest, my stomach.my thighs as his head lowered. | clenched 


my eyes shut. "Please, Jerry, five minutes." 

Right before his tongue touched the head of my cock, his breath brushed over me. "No." 

"Fuck" Every cell in my body told me to lift my chin to watch him, but thank fuck there was one sane section 
in my brain that disputed that..and then it mutinied and formed the image of Jerry sucking my dick in my 
head. "Oh God, this is so wrong.” 


| heard Ryan laugh from his lawn chair, and then there was the crinkling sound of a plastic bag. | opened my 


eyes and looked his way. "What's that?" 


He held the bag out to read the front. "Pork rinds. Hmm, these are good." He pointed the opening towards me. 


"You want one?" 
Jerry's head lifted. "What the fuck are you doing, Ryan? This is not the time to be fucking feeding him." 
Through crunches of pork rind, Ryan replied, "Jeez, sorry. | just thought I'd be nice and share." 


Jerry narrowed his eyes at me and then lowered back down. | felt his teeth on the inside of my thigh, his 
fingers gripped just below that, poking my skin | heard his breath suck in 


"You smell so fucking good. God | love the way you smell’ 

| kept my eyes on Ryan "How much time left?" 

He looked at his watch. "Uh.let's see, uh, rine minutes and ten seconds. 

"Oh my god" 

The voice from my crotch spoke, or hell, maybe it was my crotch, "You're not going to make it, Chad" 
"Yes, | will” 

"No, you won't? 


| felt the tip of his nose glide along my hip, his tongue just below that, making a hot trail towards my cock 
And then he took me into his mouth. | felt like fucking crying. He was so going to get to beat my ass. 


"| think | taste a little bit of come, Chad." He looked up at me. "Tastesssss sooooo good." 

"No." 

"Oh yeah." 

Frantically | conjured up the ugliest things | could think of. This was not Jerry doing this to me, this was a 
sperm hungry, wart-nosed witch. This was Ethel Merman. This was Joan Rivers. Lou Ferrigno. This was..George 
Bush? | felt the come urge pull back a little. 

"lm gonna make it” | looked back to Ryan. "How much time?" 

"Just under eight." 


"Fuck!" 


Jerry laughed. "| know you like your balls played with." His fingertips made little circles over the skin of my 


scrotum. "You do, don't you?" 

"He likes it when you talk dirty to him too." 

Jerry and | looked at Ryan and | began yelling, "Just whose side are you on, anyway?" 

| wanna see you get spanked." Ryan smiled and then popped a pork rind into his mouth. 

Jerry pushed his face into mine and whispered, "I can't wait to do it" He bit his lower lip. | was conscious of 
his hand still softly, rhythmically pumping me. "I wish | could jerk off. You've got me so fucking hard it hurts." 
Then he straightened up. "Hey, no one said | can't come." Then he started undoing his jeans, the one hand still 
stroking me..that damn hand. "Ohhhh yeah." He smiled, wagging his dick at me. "Now there's two. | bet we both 
spit off before the deadline.” He turned to Ryan. "How much longer?" 

"Seven and nine, eight seconds." 


"Shit, we better hurry," Jerry laughed. 


His whole body weight was on me, sliding up and down He had both our cocks in his hand, both of us pivoting 
our hips against it. 


"Fuck it," he whispered. "Fuck me, Chad." 

| wanted so bad to get my arms around him, but | was still tied to this damn railroad tie. My fingers wiggled 
and clenched into fists. | pulled and strained against the ropes. | don't know why; it was useless. There was no 
way | could get free. 

"Fuck me." 

| could if you'd get on me." 


He leaned back and smiled. "You know it's over if | do that." 


"Do it," | demanded. "Fuck all this, just do it. | don't care if you fucking wup my ass afterwards, just so long as | 
get to fuck yours.” 


Jerry shook his head. "I'm making this a fair fight. If | can't do it this way, then you win" 


"Ah, fuck, do it," Ryan called out. When we looked at him, his eyes widened. "Did | say that out loud?" He shoved 


a bunch of pork rinds into his mouth and you could hear them crunching from all the way over here. 


| laughed and tossed my head to the side. This hadn't been going on but barely three minutes and | already 
wanted to shoot my load. With Jerry sliding and rubbing all over me like a cat in heat, how couldn't |? | closed 


my eyes and tried to maintain some sort of focus. 

"When was the last time you were in my ass, Chad? Two weeks? Three?" 

"Two weeks..four days," | whispered. "Nine hours..fuck, something like fifty six minutes.eighteen seconds..." 
Jerry laughed. "Been missing it, huh?" 

| closed my eyes. "Yeah." 

"Six minutes," Ryan called out. 

"Shit" Jerry leaned back onto his knees to pull his shirt off. It was a button down, but he didn't bother undoing 
the buttons, he just yarked it over his head. Then he tugged on his jeans until he got them past his hips. | 
watched as he turned onto his side and wiggled his legs out of the denim. "Ryan, reach into that sack and 


throw me that bottle of KY" 


| heard more rustling. Paper bags. Then | saw the tube sail through the air into Jerry's hands. Oh fuck yeah. 


His ass: my release. 

He spit a globby out into his hand and began slathering up his cock 
"Hey, what's that? That doesn't belong there." 

Jerry gave a broad smile. "Who says?" 

| scowled. "I dol" 

"Ah, you're not in much position to stop me, Chad" 

"Fuck!" 

He spit some more into his hand and | felt it go on my ass. “Jerrrrrererrr. No." 
"Yog" 

"Nol Safe wordl! Safe wordl! SAFE WORDI!" 

"That word's not much safe now, is it?" 


Ryan started laughing. | struggled against my restraints as Jerry walked on his knees to get his dick to my 


OSs. 


"Nol!" 

"Yog" 

"RAPE!" 

"Fuck off" 

"RAPE!! SAFE WORDI! SAFE WORDI!" 

"Toke it like a man" Ryan called out. 

"You get your ass over here, and we'll see who takes ten inches like a man!" 
"Oooo, can | fuck Ryan?" 

"Nol!" 

"Then, your ass it is." 

"Hey, hey, hey, | thought your balls hurt?" 


Jerry poked his tongue against the inside of his cheek, suppressing a smile. "Funny, that doesn't seem to bother 


me too much now." 
"SAFE WORDI! SAFE WORD!! Oh my god, RYANII!" 
~tbc? ~maybe~maybe not 


Someone in there still needs to get his... 


Things Go Ah-Ry 


Author's Notes: 
This didn\'t turn out as | hoped it would, but this bunny got off its food and water and hasn\'t looked very 


good in awhile. It\'s my goal to finish all my WIPS, and this one finally got the nail in its coffin. | hope it\'s still 
enjoyable. 


Next Wednesday.. 
Friday... 


"Your boy's priceless, Chad, you know that?" 
| tapped my fingers against the steering wheel of my Hummer, not looking at Jerry in the passenger seat 


beside me. The smoke from his cigarette made curly-que's in the night air between us, and it might as well 


been streaming out of my ears, | was so fucking mad. 

"Chad?" 

"F he thinks he's just going to opt out of his turn, he's got another thing coming.” 

"And another thing..and another thing..right across his backside." Jerry laughed. "Maybe up his backside." 
| turned my face towards him. "You got the stuff, right? The anesthetic?" 

"Yeah, it's in there with the rest of the shit | told you about." 

"Now, its not going to kill him, is it?" 

Jerry's eyes narrowed as he spit out a thin line of smoke at me. "Not unless we give him too much." 
"How much is too much?" 


"| don't know. | figure we can give him the same amount you'd give a large goat" Jerry smiled. "Ma-a-a-a-a" 


"Ha ha," | responded dryly. 


Jerry leaned over the console between us and patted my thigh. "You're not still mad at me, are ya, Sweet 
cheeks?" 


Setting my jaw, | looked out the driver's side window. Anything not to look at that damn, smiling face. "No." 
"Well, you shouldn't be. | didn't do anything that you and Ryan didn't dish out to me seven-fold." 


My eyes shifted to give him a sideways glance. "You blistered my ass with a ping-pong paddle." 


"Hey, that's better than what | was going to do to you, Chadly. Be thankful | respect the will of the butt, 


otherwise you'd had more than one reason to watch where you sit." 
"Yeah, yeah, yeah. Can we just forget about it?" 


"Certainly. Let's put it all behind us." He laughed. "Besides, we got better things to think about, don't we? Like 


exacting some revenge on your buddy, Ryan" 

| drug a hand down my face and sighed. "Unfortunately, all we can do now is wait. He usually goes to bed 
around |:00, asleep by 1:30." | tilted my head to peek at Ryan's second story window. Jerry leaned out over the 
dash trying to do the same. 

"Which one is it?" 

| pointed. "That one there, the one closest to the chimney.’ 


"Shit, how are we going to get up there?" 


"We'll go through the door; what do you think? When he bought the place, he gave me copies of his keys in 
case he lost his." 


"And the security system?" 
"That's what the wire cutters are for." 


Jerry leaned back in his seat, crossing his arms over his chest. He gave me a smug smile. "Well, look who's 


doing his homework now. l'm impressed." 
| sighed. "Is this where | start singing Zippity Do Dah?" 


"You can, if you want." 


| leaned forward to check on Ryan's window again. Just as it got into view, the light went off. "Okay, lets get 
going." 


We jumped out of my Humm-V and met on the back side. 
"Is that it?" | asked, motioning at the bottle Jerry retrieved from a duffel bag. 


"Yep." He pushed it down into his jacket pocket along with several thin washcloths. "A couple of whiffs of this 
and he'll be out like a light." 


| grabbed a rope and two black ski masks I'd purchased at the sporting goods store earlier that day. 

"This is so fucking cool” Jerry chuckled, yanking the mask down over his face. His hair stuck out of the bottom 
like wiry wheat sprigs. It was the only part of him that wasn't covered in black. He lunged out at me, his hands 
up, resembling striking cat claws. "Boo!" 

| jumped back. "Hey! Stop that!" 

It scares you, don't it?" 

"No." 


Jerry's laugh was muffled by the knitted wool over his mouth. "Ye-aaah, it does." 


Then he slapped me on the ass, and | jumped. "Stop fucking around, Jerry. We need to get into the house 
before someone sees us and calls the cops." 


His knit covered head shook side to side. "Man, this is the last time we do this shit. l'm sick of ‘serious Chad." 
"That's fine with me. | don't particularly want to get back in line to get my ass blistered again. And besides all 
that, this # serious business. | don't want Ryan to get hurt..well, | mean.not permanently anyway. Watch out 
that you don't hurt his arms or hands." 

Jerry snorted. "It's not like he's that good of a guitar player, Chad." 

"Hey!" 

"Jimmy Page, he ain't.” 


"Fuck off" 


| shoved my arm through the looped rope, hoisting it on my shoulder, and began walking towards the back of 


Ryan's house. | heard the slap of Jerry's boots as he took off running after me. They quieted when he reached 
the grass. | unlatched the back gate, and turned sideways to see Jerry. The sight of him in that ski mask was 
freaking me out. Even still, with the blonde hair running down his back, it's not like Ryan wouldn't see him and 


figure out right away it was him. But | admit, he looked creepy. 


"Okay, the door on the garage is not sensored; so, we go through there first. The fuse box is on the left. You 
got the wire cutters, right?" 


Jerry dug into his jacket and pulled out the tool, showing it to me. 


"Great. Now, from there we go through the kitchen and up the stairs. Just stay behind me, and we'll be 
alright." 


"Ten-four, Sweet cheeks." 
"Quit calling me that." 


"Awww, Sweetie." He patted my ass. "I figured when this is all done, we could go back to the house and do that 
little rape fantasy thing you got going." 


"| don't have much of a rape fantasy after last week, Jerr.” 
"| don't know about that. The dick does not lie." 


"Fuck off" 


From there | got my copies of Ryan's house keys out and opened the door into the garage. Just like | said, 
there was the fuse box on the left. 


"| hope these are the right ones," | whispered, putting the cutters up to a tangled mess of electrical wires. 
"Chad, if you fucking electrocute yourself-" 

ies 

| blinked. | could still see everything in front of me. | wasn't on the ground, biting my tongue in two. 

"| guess that was it: 

Jerry turned and started towards the door. "All right, let's get this show on the road’ 


As soon as he turned the knob and pushed the door to the house in, a siren went off. ~reerer reerer reerer 
reerer~ He turned to me. "Chad, you fuck head!" 


| ran past him to the key pad on the other side of the door and quickly started punching buttons. | tried 
Ryan's birthday. | tried my birthday. Neither one stopped the alarm. Then it was just a mad scramble of 
anything. Nothing worked. 

~reerer reerer reerer reerer~ 

Under the screaming siren, | could hear thudding footsteps on the floor above. 

~reerer reerer reerer reerer~ 

Panic. Panic. 

"Fuck" Jerry called out. Then he ran to the phone by the kitchen counter and yanked the wire from the wall. 
"Fuck!" he screamed, running past me into the living room to, what my guess was, rip another phone cord out 
of the wall 

"What are you doing that for?!" 

~reerer reerer reerer reerer~ 


"So he doesn't call the fucking cops!" 


| saw the light above the stairwell switch on and a shadow pass it. Of course this was prime time for me to 


remember that Ryan had a gun.actually.he had several. 


"Abort mission! Abort mission!" | ran after Jerry who was going from room to room, trying to rip out all the 


phores. "Jerryll" 
~reerer reerer reerer reerer~ 
‘Jerry?lll" 


| looked behind me and Ryan was standing with a shot gun in the middle of the stairs, naked, except for a pair 


of boxers. 

"Chad?ll" 

rore heey ap renr Keepers 

| flicked on a nearby light and put my hands in the air. "Hey man, don't shoot! It's me!" 


He stepped down and began walking to me. His face was scrunched up and he kept blinking his eyes. He probably 


didn't have his contacts in. | should have kept my mouth shut, he wouldn't be able to shoot the side of a barn 


without his contacts in. 

SBE RBIS caren reerer reorer? 

"Chad, what the fuck are you doing, man?" 

"What's your code, Ry? This alarm is driving me crazy." 

APB EES terer VEEVER Tear 

Fifty-one, fifty." 

| ran to the keypad and punched it in. The siren stopped. As | turned to watch Ryan following me, | noticed 
Jerry behind him, tippy-toeing with a rag in his right hand. | started shaking my head. Jerry nodded his. | shook 
my head again. He nodded in response. 


"Ummmm, Ry-" 


That's when Jerry looped his arm around Ryan's neck and shoved the rag over his face. | saw his eyes widen 


and then slowly close as his body went limp and slumped against Jerry. 
"Who's vulnerable now, fucker?" 


| ran up and caught the shot gun as it fell out of Ryan's hand. "Goddammit, we could have gotten killed, Jerry! 
This is getting way out of hand" 


He scooped his arms under Ryan's pits and began dragging him to the couch. "Aww, wah, you big baby. Where's 
your sense of adventure?" After he dropped Ryan, he slapped his hands together and motioned at me. "Quit 


complaining and help me get him tied up before he comes to." 


Roughly twenty minutes later we dumped Ryan's body into the back of the Hummer and began driving towards 
the warehouse Jerry rented. Twenty minutes after that, we were dragging Ryan's blanket wrapped body inside. 


"How long do you think the anesthetic will work?" 
Jerry shrugged. "It's hard to tell. He might not come to until morning." 
"Grrreeaat." 


Luckily it didn't take that long for the anesthetic to wear off, maybe an hour. As Jerry and | were setting 
Ryan into the pillory stocks, he woke up. 


"Uugghhhhh, Chaaaaad?" 

Jerry crouched down and grabbed his ski mask off the floor and slipped it back on 

| narrowed my eyes. "Oh dude, what are you doing that for?" 

He didn't answer, he just laughed and began leaning down into Ryan's face. "Booo!" 

Ryan's eyes widened and he started screaming, "Aaahhhhhhl! 

"Will you cut it out?! 

Jerry shoved my shoulder, almost knocking me over. "Shut up, party pooper.” 

"What the fuck is going on?" Ryan yelled He shifted his legs side to side, trying to steady himself on them. He 

wiggled his fingers and turned his head. With us standing behind him, he couldn't see us; not that he didnt try. 
"Shit, what is this?" The wood creaked as he tried to turn himself. Its a little hard to do when your wrists and 


neck are circled in wood and on a stand connected to the floor. "Fuck, am | even dressed? I'm fucking freezing!" 


Actually no, he wasn't dressed. We'd stripped him down to nothing before we got him secured. Neither Jerry 
nor | wanted to worry about clothes once we got the party started. 


"Bad boy, bad boy, whatcha gonna do? Whatcha gonna do when we come for you?" 


Jerry walked past Ryan and swatted him, bare handed, on his ass. The skin on skin contact made a sharp crack. 
Jerry hit him so hard | could clearly see the red outline of his palm and fingers on Ryan's right ass cheek. 


"Ah, shit!" 

"Hurts, doesn't it?" | asked, bending and leaning around the side to get my face in his. 

"Chad? | told you guys that | didn't want any part of this." 

"Maybe so," | said, "but that doesn't mean Jerry and | didn't still want a part of you." 

"A big part," Jerry stressed, grabbing the pillory on either side and shaking it. 

"Ahhh, fuck! Stop it!" 

‘Oh no, Ry, its only just now gettin’ started" | patted Jerry on the arm. "I think its time to get the stuff out" 


"What stuff?" Ryan yelled. He twisted his head to watch Jerry grab our bag of tricks from behind a crate. 
"What's in there?" 


Jerry smiled so big | could see it through his ski mask He dropped his hand down into the bag and yanked out 


a little jar of Icy-hot muscle ointment. 
"What the fuck, Jerr? We're gonna give him a massage?" 


"No, you idiot." He sighed, passing in front of me. Then he walked over and sat Indian-style on the floor in front 
of Ryan's crotch. He scooped out a dollop and began slathering it on Ryan's testicles. 


"Ummm, uhhh, | don't think you should-- Hey, that feels kinda nice." 


Jerry muttered, "Give it a second” 


| couldn't help feeling a little vindicated as Ryan continued yelling, but | wasn't going to get any satisfaction until 
| spread some joy on him myself. | spotted a handle sticking up out of Jerry's bag of tricks and grabbed it. 


"A spatula, Jerry? We're going to make pancakes or something?" 


"Fuckin- gimme that" He yanked it out of my hand, went to the side of the pillory where Ryan's ass was and 
gave it a spat. 


"Owl" 


"That is what you do with the spatula, Chadly. C'mon, have a little imagination" He handed it back to me and 
started digging in the duffel. "Hmmm, lets see." 


That's when he started emptying the bag. He laid everything out neatly on the floor in front of us: 

A wooden spoon. A loofah mit. A hair brush. A car windshield wiper. Some clothes pins. An extremely large 
dildo. 

"That's not necessarily for Ryan" He smiled and winked at me. 

A plastic funnel. Wooden paint stirrers. Clothes pins. Rubber bands. Sand paper. Baby wipes. A worn out leather 
belt, minus a buckle. A large plastic egg. A small pelt of what looked like rabbit fur. A pizza cutter. A toilet 
brush. Nail polish. 


He turned the little bottle to show me the label. "OPI You Rock-apulco Red." He laughed and set it down next to 
the other stuff. Then he reached for more. 


A spool of electrical tape. A set of tweezers. A plastic disposable pink razor. And a sharpie permanent marker. 


"What's the marker for?" 


"This." Jerry popped the cap off and walked over to Ryan's ass. After some scribbling he straightened up and 


smiled at me. 


| followed him to the other side. On Ryan's back was a large arrow, pointing down to his ass. Just above it was 


written, "Enter Here" 

Jerry slapped a hand on my shoulder. "Just in case you need directions” 

"Yeah, like | need that" 

"Guys," Ryan groaned, “that's going to wash off, isn’t it?" 

Jerry cackled, pushing the igloo ice chest with his foot. It made a scrapping sound over the cement, like broken 
glass was underneath it. Once he got it in front of Ryan, he promptly stood on top of it and started undoing 
his belt: 


"What the fuck are you doing, man?" 


He gave me a broad smile. "If Mohammed can't get to the mountain, the mountain will come to Mohammed." 


Then he took out his wang and shoved it in Ryan's face. 

"Dude!" 

And | swear, it looked like it happened in slow motion, but of course it didn't. Ryan swung his foot out, knocking 
the ice chest, and Jerry kinda surfed it, trying to keep his balance, but eventually the balance escaped him, and 
he fell over. Flat on his back. Some of it on his head. And he was not moving. Skull on concrete, not a good 
thing. 

"Jerry?" Slowly | walked over to him. "Jerry?" 

As | got down on my knees, Ryan asked, "What happened?" 

"You made him fucking fall on his fucking head, Ryan!" 

"| did?" 

"Cant you-?" Oh yeah, that's right. No contacts. He couldn't see. | tried to answer him, but my voice came out 
quaky. "He fell, Ry. He fell and hit his head." That's when | noticed a little bit of red seeping into the gold of 


Jerry's hair. "Oh my god, blood" 


"What?" There was some creaking from Ryan shaking the pillory stock. "Blood?" 


| took Jerry's hand in mine and brushed my fingertips over the inside of his wrist. "Where's his pulse supposed 


to be? | can't find it" 
"Oh fuck!" Ryan screamed. "Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck" 


| better call an ambulance." | scurried over to Jerry's jacket, which had been draped on a lawn chair and began 


pillaging the pockets. My voice cracked. "| don't even know if | remember the address." 
Ryan rattled the pillory. "Let me loose so | can get dressed" 


‘lm trying to find a fucking phone!" | lunged back towards Jerry's lifeless body when | noticed the phone 
hanging limp in his loosened belt, in a clip. "Oh thank fuck!" 


Nine-one-one. | brought the phone to my ear. 


"Get me out, Chad!" 

"Shhhhh!!" 

"Chad?" Ryan shook the pillory, causing the chains holding it shut, to clitter-clank like a lonely ghost. "Chad?!" 
"Yes, this is Chad Kroeger----No, this is not a joke. Um, my friend fell and hit his head------ fell from on top 
of an ice chest----No, this is not a joke. His name? Jerry Cantrell----No, the fuck! This is not a joke! He fell 
and hit his head on a concrete floor, and now he's not moving!" | looked at Ryan, who was busy trying to make 
his hand small enough to pull through the pillory's loops. "Well, he was kicked-on accident-by my friend, Ryan 
Pea-" 

"Shut up!" he screamed. 

"Peake--yes---No, this is not a joke! Ryan Peake!" 

"Oh god, please do not leave me here like this..naked.." 


"Jerry could be dead, Ryan!" 


| pinned the cell phone against my shoulder with my ear and began unbuttoning Jerry's shirt. "So, | shouldn't 


move him?" 
"Please, Chad." 


| gave Ryan the ‘can't you see how serious this is, you fuck?” look, but of course he couldn't see. No fucking 
contacts. | put my hand into the ever growing puddle of red that was seeping from the back of Jerry's head. 
"See this, you selfish cunt! Bloodll” 


"Chadll!" Ryan's head went limp in the pillory's hold, and | heard him start to cry. "Oh no, what have | done?" 


That's when | clicked the cell phone shut. "You killed himll" | stood, grabbed Ryan by the crown of his hair and 
yanked his head up to face mine. "You fucking killed my lover! You planned this didn't you?" 


"No!" 

"You wanted me all for yourself! And you thought this was the way to do it!" 

"No!" he cried, his face twisted up and red from panic. "No, Chad! I'd never hurt Jerry on purpose! Never!" He 
hesitated for a second. "Well, okay, yeah, maybe | did mean to hurt him on purpose, but not KILL him!" He 
hesitated another second. "Well, | don't know..maybe | thought about it. Shit! You guys are so close to one 
another and..oh, fuck, | don't think | really wanted him dead! Maybe a little dead... Shit! l'm not a murderer!!!" 
His eyes blinked and tears fell from them. "I am! I'm a murderer!! | murdered Jerry Cantrell! | murdered a 
grunge icon! I'm Mark Chapman!" His head turned to face me. You're Yoko Onolll" 


"Yoko Ono?" 


Then there was some shuffling from Jerry's lifeless frame. | looked down and noticed his chest was trembling.. 


a smile spread on his face, his eyes still closed. Then he snorted. "Yoko, come sit on my face." 


"Fucker." | gave him a kick to his ribs, not too hard, just in case he was really hurt. He did hit the concrete 
pretty hard. He looked more graceful when we practiced it. 


‘lm waiting..." Jerry smiled and winked at me. 

Please, guys. Save that for when I'm gone." 

| began unbuttoning my jeans. When the buckle clinked, Ryan added. "Stop torturing me!" 
Then Jerry said, "Bring it on, baby. Bring it on" 


~Fini~ 


